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That evening the gendarmes came. She met therm with-
out surprise or fear. They entered noisily and seemed
very cheerful and self-satisfied. The yellow-faced officer
Bared his teeth in a grin as he said:
"How do you do? This is the third time we have met,
if I am not mistaken."
She only ran her dry tongue over her lips. The officer
talked a lot, trying to be instructive. She realised that he
took pleasure in talking, but his words did not annoy her;
they did not even reach her. But when he said, "You
yourself are to blame, ma'am, if you were unable to instil
in your son a proper respect for God and the tsar," she an-
swered him dully from whefe she was standing at the door.
"Our children are our judges," she said. "They will
properly judge us for abandoning them when they were
going down such a hard path."
"What's that?" cried the officer. "Speak up."
"I said our children were  our judges," answered the
mother with a sigh.
He muttered something crossly, but his words did not
reach the mother.
Maria Korstmova was brought in as a witness during
the search. She stood next to Pelagea but did not look at
her. Whenever the officer asked her a question she would
bow deeply and repeat one and the same thing:
"I don't know, Your Excellency. I'm an ignorant wom-
an, who earns her living in trade and so foolish as not
to know nothing."
"Hold your tongue!" ordered the officer, wiggling his
whiskers. She bowed again, but thumbed her nose at him
when his back was turned.
"That for him!" she whispered to the mother.
When she was ordered to search Pelagea, she blinked
and stared at the officer.
"Oh, but I 'don't, know how to do a thing like that,
Your Excellency!" she said in a frightened voice.
He stamped his foot and shouted at her. Maria
dropped her eyes.

